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Square One - Pt.9
-----------------
 

     The firm presence of steel presses against my forehead like
the cold caress of loneliness.

     I look up into his eyes and see someone who has done this far
too many times before.  His stance seems practiced, and the scowl
on his face sits like it had always been there.
     I've come willingly so far.  I let them push me.  I wanted to
see what would happen if I let them surround me.  I feed my
curiousity and let them corner me like an animal.
     She never intervened.  She never told them to go easy.
     I can see her leaned up against a pale green dumpster, with
her gun at the ready.  Just like all of them.  Maybe she'll be the
one to kill me.
     "This whole things been screwed.  Do you know what I mean,
when I say this whole things been screwed?"  He presses the gun
against me a little more.
     My eyes survey them.  In a semi circle behind him, all hefting
the same firepower.  It's almost as if they're the clones and I'm
the unique one.
     His weight shifts from one leg to the other.  Impatience.
     "I'm waiting."  I can feel the vibrations of his voice echo
off of the alley's concrete walls.  My skin itches with noise.

     "I'm in no hurry."  

     He pulls the hammer back on the gun in response to my answer. 
They all follow his lead and take aim.  And I'm the copy?
     "You let him live.  He was nothing to you and you let him
live.  Now they're expecting us."
     His words crawl on my skin.  He was nothing to me and I let
him live.  I look up at her but she avoids my eyes.
     Without her I'm nothing.

     Nothing.

     He's nothing to me.

     I look at him straight.  His words still drip off of my skin. 
He's nothing to me.  So I won't let him live.

     My two hands fly free of control.  One takes his wrist and
wrenches it away from my head, and the other locks into a fist and
careens upwards.  There's a wet popping sound as his nose slides
inward.
     I push myself into him as they start in with their weapons.
I can feel the bullets pummeling into his corpse.  I grab him by
the belt and heft him up in front of me.  Three bullets dig into my
new leg.  They burrow until they find bone.
     I pull his arm around him and slip my finger into the upside
down trigger guard.  Another bullet takes the top off my ear off as
I begin to drop them with his gun.
     Pain screams like a newborn child.  It drowns out the
deafening rip of gunshots.  I liked the gunshots better.
     It seems that I have christened my entry into this world with
blood.
     The strobe of muzzle flashes make the noise inside my head
double, and then double again.
     Blood streams into the air triumphantly from a variety of
sources.  I watch one of them lose his neck entirely as I put a
bullet into either side of it.
     The stench of moistened gunpowder creeps into the air and
assaults the senses.  
     My ears beg for relief as the last one drops.
 
     I drop the bullet riddled corpse that I carry.  He hits the
ground with a dull splash.  I turn his gun right side up in my
hand.  I know nothing of the people in this world, but this
inanimate object knows everything of me.  I don't hold it.  It
holds me.
 
     Sense.

     Her.
 
     She stands at the end of the alley, behind the dumpster.  Her
arm stretches out over it's lid as she extends the barrel of her
weapon at me.
     I don't want to kill her.  She's something to me.  She's the
only one who holds a piece of me.

     Without her I'm nothing.
 
     My gun lands on the ground next to me and I step forward
slowly.  I have eye contact.  I look inside of her to see if I'm
dead.
     "Don't move!"  Her hand shakes and the barrel shifts side to
side in response.  "Stay right there."
     She sees Kyle Raimi.  She can't kill him.

     She's something to me.

     "I'll help you find him."  My body is that of a killer but my
voice is that of a friend.
     "Find who?"
     "Me."
     She steps out from behind the dumpster.  Her gun still eyes me
with curiousity.  In the distance sirens echo off of skyscrapers.
     "You mean Kyle."  She says quietly.
     "Yeah."  I limp forward, my palms turned upwards.  "I'm his
shadow, I have as much reason to find him as you do."

     "We're wasting time."  I hear her say it, as blood fills one
of my ears entirely.
 
     She's something to me.  I make myself something to her.
 

--
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HOLLYWOOD STORMS THE CYBERPUNK FORT
By Kipp Lightburn


     With the surge of cyberpunk ideas being pumped into the
mainstream consciousness it's not at all surprising that the movie
industry would see the whole concept as a sure fire money maker. 
With Gibson's short story "Johnny Mnemonic" being adapted onto the
big screen, Hollywood has driven its stake through the ground that
has been here for over a decade.  And those that have been here for
that decade aren't a little bit pleased with it.
     For a few years now we have been seeing movie versions of
virtual realities, dark futures, godlike computers, hackers on the
edge, and corporations the size of governments, but how many of
them were made to tell stories, and how many of them were made to
pull in money?
     The 80's showed us some early excursions into the genre with
movies like 'Tron' and 'Wargames', and these (whether you liked
them or not) were original for their time.  "Cyber" was not exactly
a word dripping off of the mouths of every household, and very few
people who actually owned personal computers, knew what they could
accomplish with them.
     It seems that the movie 'Blade Runner' must be addressed.
Based on Philip K Dick's story, it was a definite attempt to feed
the mind with challenging concepts.  The cast was not so star
studded save the part played by Harrison Ford, and there had been
nothing like it made by hollywood.  And it is one of the few
Cyberpunk movies to actually cater to an intelligent and perceptive
audience.  The fact that it invokes endless conversation about
possible meanings, metaphors, and imagery is proven when one takes
a look at the seemingly endless 'BladeRunner FAQ'.
     But for several years following these movies, there was
nothing really of note.  And then, it seems, everything happened at
once.  The world was let in on a world of challenging and
provocative sci-fi, that turned the english language on its ear and
gave a readership a future without FTL ships and aliens that spoke
english.  It was something more tangible, with characters who
tended to be at the bottom of the pile yet managed to stand tall
and assert their uniqueness in a world that screamed 'Culture and
Corporation'.
     And Hollywood caught the scent.  Not just Hollywood though. 
Corporate America.  The six o'clock news sprayed out words like
'Virtual Reality' 'Cyberspace' and 'Internet' as if they were these
stunning new concepts that had just been invented the day before.
The clincher was when mini-malls would be home to VR
demonstrations.  For six bucks you'd get two minutes in cyberspace.
For the price of a movie, you could spend two minutes with a five
pound helmet stuck to your head and a movement sensitive belt
strapped around your waist.
     Everything became 'cyber'this and 'cyber'that.  Connie Chung
would fumble the word 'Internet' as if trying to enunciate every
syllable, like a child learning to read.
     Small movie companies began pumping out their versions of the
Cyberpunk ideas.  Most of them went directly to video without even
visiting the theatres.  Movies like 'Replikator' and 'Fortress' had
back covers that oozed terminology, as if the people writing had
tried to incorporate every word in 'The Hackers Dictionary' and
'Neuromancer'.
     Most of them were films where the main character wore alot of
Tin foil and big floppy hats.  Some of them were retro to the
concepts of the future that emerged in the thirties and forties,
only they now sported the titles of the nineties and were tinted
with the desire to look like 'Blade Runner' only not so dark.
     Then it became apparent that Hollywood would go for broke and
dump it's resources into a big budget adaptation of 'Johnny
Mnemonic'.  The author, William Gibson (Whom some refer to as the
father of Cyberpunk) seemed to have given the movie industry the
ability to cater to a mainstream fad.
     Through it all, the true nature of cyberpunk is trying to
persevere.  Though Directors and producers slap their cold clammy
hands down on lingo and worlds that have been here for a while,
there is still the original concept.  Underneath all the muck, the
glitz, and the spots on Entertainment Tonight, it's still there.
Baring a toothy grin at the corporations that try and corner it and
milk it.  Not entirely unlike many of the genres own characters and
their struggles with 'Big Brother'.
     It's very difficult to capture it all onto celluloid and reel
it through a projector, because while it might be a possible
future, it also tends to be something that only someone's mind can
encompass without losing the little important details.  No matter
how 'in your face' you make a film, it can't compare to the words
put down on paper by the likes of Cadigan, Rucker, and Shirley.
     No amount of Cameramen and big name actors hand truly get a
stranglehold on cyberpunk.  Because you can't stifle something that
continues to shift and slide into new directions.  And you can't
match something that you can't comprehend.
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CHIBA 
CITY
BLUES

ed. by joshua lellis

I guess I'm going to take today's column to talk about censorship for a 
bit. Most of you probably realize by now what a powerful thing this
internet is. I was reading in Wired about a man who was arrested for 
threatening to kill the president. He emailed it to the Big Guy, by the
way. Another example, Bill Gates' email address was published in a
magazine and he was flooded with 5,000 + email messages a day. Probably 
hate mail from people like me who think windows is too god damn slow on a 
486. Anyhow... back to the subject. The InterNet is a powerful thing, and
does the internet win or lose by this?
I live in Houston, Texas, and a month or so ago there was a new
alternative rock station (107.5 FM, for all y'all down here :) ) that
came into being. The first slogan I heard of it was "107.5 FM, the
Rocket. No rules."
This theory was tested.
First, most listeners of Zrock (106.9 here) or gasp... the appropriately 
named 104 KRBE (at... ohmigod 104.1 FM) have heard the song Closer by 
NIN. The refrain goes something like this:
I wanna fuck you like an animal....
I wanna feel you from the inside....
I wanna fuck you like an animal....
You get me closer to god....
Anyhow... the radio version is.. of course:
I wanna *...* you like an animal...
etc.. etc...
Just fine, right?
ok.. song #2... Green Day's Longview:
I've got the lyric sheet right here... so hold a moment...
Sit around and watch the tube but nothings on/change the channels for an
hour or two/twiddle my thumbs just for a bit/i'm sick of all the same old 
shit/in a house with unlocked doors/and i'm fucking lazy
bite my lip and close my eyes/take me away to paradise/i'm so damn bored
i'm going blind/and i smell like shit
peel me off this velcro seat and get me moving/i sure as hell can't do it
by myself/i'm feeling like a dog in heat/barred in doors from the summer 
street/i locked the door to my own cell/ and i lost the key
i got no motivation/where is my motivation/no time for motivation/smoking 
my inspiration
sit around and watch the phone but no one's calling/call me pathetic call 
me what you will/my mother says to get a job/but she don't like the one 
she's got/when masturbation's lost its fun you're fucking broken
bite my lip and close my eyes/take me away to paradise/i'm so damn bored 
i'm going blind/and loneliness has to suffice/bite my lip and close my
eyes/slipping away to paradise/some say "quit or I'll go blind"/but it's 
just a myth

beauty, ain't it?
They censored the greater part of that too.
I'm going to raise a question here. Why do they censor these words and
not the following song by Nirvana, maybe you've heard of it:

Rape me my friend..
Rape me again...
I'm not the only one...
Hate me...
Do it and do it again...
Waste me...
Taste me my friend...
My favorite inside source...
I'll kiss your open sores...
Appreciate your concern...
You'll always stink and burn...


Maybe that's a bad example... Rape Me was meant to be a sort of.... how
do I put it?... it wasn't to be taken seriously as someone who wished to
be raped. There is the song Polly which, according to some FAQ somewhere, 
was about a 14 year old girl who was raped. Nirvana has had a history of 
songs that deal with rape, and never once have they glorified it. I hear 
they played Rape Me at an AIDS benefit, got into a bit of trouble. 
Anyhow, another song they play on the radio, same band's Heart Shaped 
Box, an excerpt:

Meat-eating orchids forgive no one just yet
cut myself on angel's hair and baby's breath
broken hymen of your highness i'm left black
throw down your velcro noose so i can climb right back

now how can you censor that? The way that I see the censorship system for 
music in the US works is that they search the text for curse words, 
probably normal text. The Green Day lyrics sheet has plenty of cuss words 
I can see and read. Nine Inch Nails' Pretty Hate Machine has a lyric in 
it from the song Something I Can Never Have:

in this place it seems like such a shame
though it all looks different now
i know it's still the same
everywhere i look you're all i see 
just a fading fucking reminder of who i used to be
come on tell me

and if you've ever seen a copy of NIN PHM you can tell that that type is
nothing special or re-done.

so let's think for a moment why I'm talking about music lyrics when the 
subject of this article is censorship of the internet. 

What one needs to ask now is why are they censoring this music?
For the sake of freedom of thought, the internet is a community based on 
trust, understanding, and respect. there is no censorship. 
hopefully there never will be. But let's ask ourselves this, why should 
there be censorship? If there is no need for censorship, there would be 
none.
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